COEALIB  WALTON.                          159
mimic madness of Ophelia had been fatal to her ; it had become a fearful reality ! The circumstances of Ophelia's story. Hamlet's abandonment, and her despair, she had made her own; they had, in the earnestness of her acting, by a mysterious operation of the brain, been wrought up-into a confused union with her own identity; and though she repeated the text of her part correctly, and sang the touching snatches of song that rise up in Ophelia's love-lorn memory, she had lost all distinction between herself and the character she was playing. It was no longer Ophelia, it was she herself who was forsaken; whose lover had fled beyond the sea; whose hopes were buried in the grave ; whose heart was blighted; whose brain was maddened, and to whom nothing was left but to despair and die! Thus she rushed shrieking from the stage, and was borne home, a hopeless lunatic; henceforth,
" The queen of a fantastic realm !"
Imagine with what feelings I went through the fifth act, and what a relief it was to see the curtain Ml I
As I was sadly leaving the theatre, the faithful Biddy encountered me, with streaming eyes, holding a small packet in her hands.
" Shure, your honor," said she, sobbing at every word, " here's a parcel the daiiint's after layving on her dressin' table this night: she tould me if anythiii' happened her this night, to deliver it to your honor, sir; and the divel a bit o' me would trust it out o' my hands till- yourself got it. 0 murther! murther!, inflicted on him a chastisement that left severe marks on his face, and which it was likely he would remember for the rest of his life. The whole affair was
